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The Northern

Some Pioneers of MOOSEHEAD

CHESUNCOOK and

Story of the Past

By F. S. Davenport
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MILLINOCKET

WE three—J. P. Moore, F. A. Appleton, and the writer, knew very well what
we were about when we started on our excursion ; able and distinguished
pens—Winthrop, “Life in the Open Air ’’ Thoreau, “The Maine Woods,’’
had traced and illumined the route, so it was clearly outlined to our imagination,
but we did not know that, 58 years afterward it would be printed in The Northern,
and here we are.
This humble pen will be aided by authentic photographs of persons, hotels,
camps, and other things, long since disappeared, a collection of more than fifty
years, some lately found and others promised in season for the issue in which they
belong, and these will tell their own story better than this pen can tell it.
I will whisper that all the events were as stated, yet were not all in the one
excursion, but in two over the same route, and are interwoven because important
as history, and for other reasons. This explains seeming errors as to dates. I
will tell the story, and you may make dates as you please.

PART VII.

have chronicled the
Pioneers up to this
point, have written the
valedictory of our dear
little bears, having dried
our tears, will proceed.
Ripogenus Lake is 2.53 miles in
length; Jack Mann gave us the
course: “On the right hand side, and
you will see the carry a quarter of
a mile before you come to it.”
We will paddle along slowly and
give attention to the “beauty spots,”
on the way will read to you what
Winthrop, in 1860, wrote about this
lake.
“Ripogenus is a tarn, a lovely oval
tarn, within a rim of forest and hill;
and there behold, O gioja! at its
eastern end, was Ktaadn, large and
alone. But we must hasten, for day
wanes, and we must see and sketch
this cloudless summit from terra
firma. A mile, and half-way down
the lake we land at the foot of a
grassy hill-side, where once had been
a lumberman’s station and hay farm.
It was abandoned now.
Tumbledown was the never painted house;
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ditto its three barns. By mellow sun
set the grassy slope of the old farm
seemed no longer tanned and rusty,
but ripened. The oval lake was blue
and calm, shadows of the western
hills were growing over it, but flight
after flight of illumined cloud soared
above, to console the sky and the
water for the coming of night.”
“Northward, a forest darkled,
whose glades of brightness I could
not see. Eastward, the bank mount
ed abruptly to a bare fire-swept table
land, whereon a few dead trees stood,
draped with rags of moss.
“Furthermost and topmost, I saw
Ktaadn twenty miles away, a giant
undwarfed by any rival. The re
mainder landscape was only minor
and judiciously accessory. The hills
were low before it, the lake lowly, and
upright above lake and hill lifted the
mountain pyramid. Isolate greatness
tells.
There were no underlying
mounts about this mountain-in-chief.
And now on the mountain’s shoulders
and crest sunset shone, glowing.
Warm violet followed the glow, sooth
ing away the harshness of granite
lines. Luminous violet dwelt upon
the peak, while below the changing
forests were purple in sheltered
gorges, where they could climb nearer
the summit, loved of light, and lower
down gloomed green and sombre in
the shadow. Meanwhile, as I looked,
the quivering violet rose higher and
higher, and at last floated away like
a disengaged flame. A smouldering
blue dwelt upon the peak. Ashy-gray
overcame the blue. As dusk thickened
and stars trembled into sight, the
gray grew luminous. Ktaadn’s mighty
presence seemed to absorb such
dreamy glimmers as float in limpid
night airs; a faint glory, a twilight
of its own clothed it. King of the
daylit world, it became queen of the
dimmer realms of night, and like a
woman queen it did not disdain to
stoop and study its loveliness in the
polished lake, and stooping thus it
overhung the earth, a
shadowy
creature of gleam and gloom; an
eternized cloud. I set staring and

straying in sweet reverie, until the
scene before me was dim as meta
physics.”
I illustrate Ripogenus Lake and
Canyon for reasons.
It is one of the great attractions
of the West Branch; in a manner it
is a thing of the past, some of the
scenery (as it was) has disappeared.
It is now a domain of the “Great
Northern.” It owned a pioneer who
antedated those of Chesuncook. I
cannot solve the mystery of his
abandoned farm.
No one knows
name or date. Three of the four
buildings were standing in 1870, but
were near collapse. From this their
age may be determined. Had he lived
until 1916, he could, from his door
step, have seen the million-dollar
Ripogenus dam. If I learn facts later
on I will print same in a future num
ber.
The photographs show all as it was
in 1865, and preserve it for “History.”
No. 1 “The Head of Ripogenus
Falls in 1865” is exactly where the
great concrete dam is today.
No. 2 is the channel next below
No. 1, then the “Little Heater,” the
“Big Heater” the next pitch below
these, then “the arches,” which is the
last pitch and the foot of the canyon.
Notice the photo of the “Big Rock.”
The trail to the left leads to the putem-in-place, the trail to the foot of
the carry turns to the right just
around and beyond the “Big Rock,”
the bright pool in the distance is the
“Big Eddy” at the foot of the carry,
a mile beyond this rock.
In half an hour we see the water
breaking into the crooked channels
at the head of the falls, the right
hand and left hand chops of the
gorge, steep ledges of solid rock, and
the entrance of the carry. We land,
unload, turn the canoe over to allow
the hot sunshine to evaporate the
water out of it. Consult, make up our
loads, and decide that we can make
the portage in three trips—two loaded
and one returning. Two to tote the
canoe with paddles lashed, padding
their shoulders with the tent and
blankets, some light but bulky articles
tied to the crossbars. The third to
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tote made up packages, and to take
turns with each other according to
circumstances, rest by returning
empty, and the three could clean up
what was left. The carry is three
miles long, will take us all day, in
cluding a trip to Carry Pond for
trout. The path is wide and very
steep for the first 500 feet, then a
stretch of level, after this mountains
and valleys; nearly parallel to the
stream but 60 or 70 feet above it,
an attractive woods road through
birches, maples, aspenus, spruces,
mostly young trees—a small rivulet
ran across it in one place from a
spring on the right hand side, in
which there was a barrel. We carried
the first load to half way over, then
walked back by the drivers path
along the edge of the gorge far above
the level of the stream.
At this time there are feeble rapids
and quiet pools, safe to bathe in, at
driving pitch there is white water
everywhere. In one place the path
descends to nearly the level of the
stream under a cliff where no sun
shine can penetrate, and in shady
clefts is ice all summer. We chipped
off pieces of clear ice. Hundreds of
pounds were in sight. These lakes
and streams are not clear of ice until
June, and begin to freeze over in
October in some seasons. We had
everything over to the Big Rock by
noon except the canoe. That was left
at the entrance of the path to Carry
Pond. At one place a partridge was
strutting around in open woods, and
we waited for Frank, who was toting
the gun, to come along and shoot it.
This bird was the only living creature
seen that day except trout.
We had lunch including “bear
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ROCK”

ON

RIPOGENUS

stew.”
We decided to have a short vaca
tion, with a visit to Carry Pond, a
famous trout-hole. This pond is a
spring hole between two hills with
no visible inlet, but there is an out
let, otherwise there would be no trout
in it. It is about 200 feet in diameter,
clear cold spring water, thick bushes
surround it, some growing out of the
water, and there is no shore except
at the foot of the narrow path.
Every part of the bottom is visible,
and shows many colors, whether
rocks and sand, or acquatic plants, I
do not know, and never found any one
who could explain it. We doubted if,
paddling around over that clear water
and making a lot of disturbance, we
could get a single rise. My leader
was looped with three flies, the others
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He prayeth best who loveth best.—Coleridge.

CARRY
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with one each. At our first cast
the air was full of trout, clearing the
surface in all directions. We did not
need to strike, they hooked them
selves. Every fly had a trout, none
less than a pound and a half, some
two pounds. We were not expecting
anything like that. I could do noth
ing without assistance, so lowered my
tip and let my three trout sink. After
the others had landed theirs, they
helped to land mine. Then I unlooped
two flies. We fished awhile, but had
no rush equal to the first one, and
when we had three more trout we
quit. What could we do with more?
We had dog’s appeties, but, we had
bear steak, four partridges, and the
trout, and must tote them along.
Just beyond this path, the carry
makes a very steep descent into a
valley floored with corduroy, and a
steep ascent on the farther side, be
comes wider and arrives at the “Big
Rock,” where the left hand path leads
to the “put-em-in-place.” This path
is very steep and rough, among
stranded logs and enormous rocks.
The others conceived the idea of
launching the canoe in the eddy at
the foot of the path and work it along
over the pitches, instead of toting it
to the foot of the carry. I thought
that a wooden bateau might be
handled that way, but a canoe would
be easier to tote along, and it might
be stove on a sharp rock, and cause
a lot of trouble. They were obstinate
and tried it. I toted a small load to
the foot of the carry. On my return
I heard them shouting, they had made
their venture, and came upon a jam
of stranded logs, that they could not
get over, or find a place to carry by,
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THE HEAD OF RIPOGENUS FALLS IN 1865, LOOKING NORTH
Photo by A. L. Hinds of Benton, Maine

and had given up the job. The ex
periment had wasted the forty-five
minutes which I had taken to tote
my load to the “Big Eddy” and re
turn. The path which turns to the
right around the Big Rock is hardly
a path, or even a “rabbit track,” but
just a trail through small birches,
maples, alders, that in driving season
are destitute of leaves, and a slight
trail may be seen, much of it over
ledges, where the white scars, made
by the spikes in the river-drivers’
boots are the sole indication; under
the thick foliage of summer these
are nearly invisible.
It is crooked and steep all the way,
the foothold is insecure. The roar of
the falls is constant.
We hoped to get everything except
the canoe over to the Big Eddy before
dark and camp there. Frank and
myself started with light loads, and
left Moorse to follow after. We, on
a hill with bright sunshine all about
us did not realize that daylight was
waning; as soon as we entered the
bushes and were following the blind
trail we had doubts about a second
trip and hurried our steps, by the
time we reached the Big Eddy were
sure of it. We thought that Moore
was at our heels and would soon ap
pear, but he did not.
Frank was much troubled. We
built up a fire as soon as possible and
Frank went back on to the trail as
far as he could, and keep in sight of
the fire, and shouted. There was no
reply; evidently he had been slow in
starting, it had become dark, and he
could not see the trail. Very well,
he could not get lost, he had every
comfort and all the provisions and
would do nicely where he was. We
were the party “in the soup,” and be
gan at once to take account of stock.
We had the trout rods, paddles, the
setting pole, the rifle, the sugar
bucket, the coffee pot with the small
coffee can inside of it, and two bags

of clothing.
Opening the sugar
bucket, we found two of the Chesuncook partridges, wrapped in paper,
which had been skinned and made
ready to cook. Frank had a very
small hatchet on a belt, and each of
us had matches in a glass bottle, to
be always sure of dry matches. Frank
said, “How will we get along”—“Fine,
the Big Eddy is good for all the drift
wood we can use, and I will look
around and find a tin dipper to drink
our coffee from.”
“A tin dipper
here?” “Yes, sure. A hundred or
more men are here one day and two
nights, all drink their tea from pint
dippers with handles. Some carry one
on a belt to use when a spring of
water is found.” I found one in less
than five minutes,' a little rusty out
side, bright inside. We boiled ashes
and water in it to cleanse it.
When the fire had become a bed of
hot coals, we ran a smooth stick
through the two birds, and suspended

IN RIPOGENUS

CHASM,

them over the coals, on two forked
stakes, turning them until roasted1;
made strong coffee, eat one partridge
each; laid down on the softest side
of the fire, with the bags of clothing
under our heads, slept the sleep of
youth, and knew nothing until day
light. At once we went to find Moore,
the hill faces the east, and it grew
lighter as we ascended. We found
“His Royal Nibs” propped up with
blankets against the “Big Rock,” eat
ing “bear stew.” He said that, if we
would be good, and make no noise, he
would give us some of the stew. He
had made tea, and had all our tin
dippers to drink it from.
Here is Moore’s night: “At the
Ripogenus carry I had a night alone.
You and Frank had gone on with a
load and I was left with all the food,
tent, blankets, all the cooking utensils,
dishes and other things and one of
the guns. Darkness came on, and
you could not return to me. How I
yelled, and fired the gun to lead you
back. The only answer was the howl
of some wild animal. In my despair
I built a fire with a pile of oars that
I found, and kept my vigil until you
came back in the morning. I shall
never forget that lonely night in the
Maine woods.”
Because of “the steep and narrow
way” we abandoned carrying the
canoe on our shoulders, piled packages
into it until adjudged to be a load
for two men, one near each end,
opposite and to carry with one hand,
shifting at times. The rest making a
load for the other man. The leader
on the canoe would have the heavier
load and the two would take that
position by terns. By this scheme we
got everything to the Big Eddy in
one trip.
The elevation at the head of Ripo
genus Falls is 882, at the Big Eddy
668, a fall of 214 feet in 2.4 miles,
which is 90 feet to the mile. This
pool is an eddy at high pitch of
water, because of a narrow channel
just below. At summer pitch the
stream passes by at a moderate rate

LOOKING

DOWN

STREAM
Photo by Jas. C. Stodder

He hath no power who hath no power to use.—Bailey.
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through a sprinkling of rocks like
plums in a boarding house pudding,
and continues over a few pitches of
quicker water to the head of Ambejamackamus Falls, (Gullifer Pitch in
West Branch lingo), 1.95 miles below,
with a fall of 15 feet in that distance.
We get away by eight o’clock, and
when we reach the small eddy at the
head of Ambejamackamus Falls, there
is the “slanting dead spruce, overhanging, with a pair of boots, and a
powder-horn hanging on it,” as Jack
Mann had told us we would find, in
dicating the head of the carry. The
elevation at the head of these falls
is 653, at the foot 624, a fall of 29
feet in 0.67 of a mile over very rough
water.
The carry is through old
woods, smooth, agreeable—about half
way across an old trunk of a tree,
three feet in diameter lies across the
path, with indications of considerable
age. I asked Joe Francis about this,
later, he said said the drivers were
glad to have it there, to rest a bateau
on while toting across. The first
pitch of the Horserace begins a little
way below the foot of the carry, it is
straight, lively, and easy to navigate,
the lower pitch widens and spreads
out among big rocks, turning quickly
from side to side, requiring skill and
agility to keep the birch in the
channel. The elevation at the head
of the first pitch is 622, at the foot
of the last pitch 598, a fall of 24
feet in 1.15 miles. The others mostly
ran the canoe. I walked past the
last pitch through a very charming
patch of young woods, and was taken
aboard at the head of the Sourdnahunk Headwater. Two views of Am
bejamackamus are in The Northern
of April, 1922. Views, of a part of
the Big Eddy, of the upper pitch, and
the lower pitch of the Horserace are
in The Northern of March, 1922.
Just as we get under way we meet
a canoe containing two Indians, Steve
Stanislaus and Newell Neptune; they
are on their way to the head-waters
for the fall hunting and trapping.
“We take nothing yet but few
musquash.
All fur better next

HEATER’’
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month.” Their quiet, yet distinct,
accent is as if two gentle denizens of
the forest had come out to talk with
us. We watch them as they go up the
Horserace. They progress faster than
we did coming down. They are ex
perts, and have a load less than onehalf of ours. This deadwater is said
to be two miles long; we hug the left
hand shore. Frank sees a hedgehog
crawling along over the white sand,
and orders “hedgehog for supper.”
We straighten the canoe, that he may
shoot without capsizing it.
When
we land and he views his prize, the
sight of an enormous tape-worm
emerging from the bullet hole gives
him pause—he countermands his
order, “No! thank you! No hedge
hog today.”
Soon we reach the carry, a lane
through spruces a little larger than
bean-poles, as close together as is
possible;) up hill at the head and
down hill at the foot with a broad
ledge for a launching place. Sourdnahunk Falls are 0.4 of a mile in
length; elevation at the head 598, at
the foot 573, with a fall of 25 feet,
most of it in the last pitch. We had

MT.

KTAADN

FROM

THE

lunch on the ledge; launched on the
Aybol deadwater, 3.15 miles in length,
a lovely stretch of stream, the right
bank steep, covered with enormous
trees, the left bank low, swampy,
with dark logans overhung with
drooping alders and willows. Our
voices echoed as at the Lobster deadwater. Thus, stealing along, barely
ruffling the pictures mirrored on the
quiet water, entranced by the charm
of the scene, a dramatic change (as
if specially prepared) took place. The
Aybol meadow opened on the left,
just before the first break of the
Aybol Falls, and over the meadow
was Ktaadn broad off in massive
grandeur, five miles away, our en
thusiast howled with delight, our
quiet, but no less intense Frank
uttered in a voice just above a
whisper “Boys! that’s fine!” For a
while we are speechless, dominated by
the scene. This is our Mecca, reached
after all these days of travel, and
we must find a camp site, we choose
a spot just beyond the big rock in
the photo, where we can rest in
sight of the mountain, study it, and
consult a plan for the ascent. Two
clear and cold brooks enter the West
Branch here, very near together, one
off the mountain, the other through
the meadow from springs and ponds
on the eastern slope. Some call them
branches of one brook, but they are
entirely distinct. The meadow brook
is Ayboljackomegus, the other Ayboljacknagesic and not well known, you
will not see it unless you hunt for it,
it is not over six feet wide, comes in
quietly through a fringe of dark
alders, and acquatic plants, (likely
does not have sunshine on it any
where), about a hundred feet above
the Aybol meadow, and empties itself
into the inexhaustible Aybol trout
pool. The mouth of the Ayboljacko
megus is wide and the stream isvisible for half a mile over the
meadow. We took from the pool only
the number of trout we could eat, we
might have taken a hundred. We
have not pitched the tent since
Chesuncook. It is not a tent, but a
piece of thick cotton cloth, 10 by 15,.

ABOL CARRY, OPPOSITE
ABOL STREAM

Hope springs eternal in the human breast.—Pope.

THE MOUTH OF
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THE ARCHES, LAST PITCH OF THE CANYON

comradery, and its talk like the
with eyelet holes along three edges.
We use it folded as a bed, roll our
selves in blankets, and let it go at
that. Early supper while the moun
tain is glowing with sunset colors,
then sleep and dream of tomorrow’s
climb.
This sunset at the Aybol Meadow
is beyond my humble pen. Winthrop
will assist me here.
“Thus we won our way, or our way
wooed us on, until a lovely meadow
lakelet opened before us. The fringed
shores retired, and, as we shot forth
upon a wider calm, lo, Ktaadn! un
looked for, at last as a revelation. Our
boat ruffled its shadow, doing pretty
violence to its dignity, that we might
know the greater grandeur of the
substance—clouds, level below, hid the
summit and towered aloft. Among
them we might imagine the mountain
rising with thousands more of feet of
heaven piercing height: There is one
degree of sublimity in mystery, as
there is another degree in certitude.
We lay to in a shady nook, just off
Ktaadn’s reflection in the river, while
Iglesias sketched him. Meanwhile, I,
analyzing my view, presently dis
covered a droll image in the track of
a land avalanche down the front.
It was a comical fellow, a little
giant, a colossal dwarf, six hundred
feet high, and should have been twice
as tall, had it had any proper de
velopment—for out of its head grew
two misdirected skeleton legs “hang
ing down and dangling.”
The
countenance was long, elfin, sneering,
solemn, as of a truculent demon,
saddish for his trade, an ashamed but
unrepentant rascal. He had two im
mense erect ears, and in his boisterous
position had suffered a loss of hair,
wearing nothing save an impudent
scalp-lock. A very grotesque person
age. Was he the guaridan imp, the
legendary Eft of Ktaadn, scoffing al
ready at us as verdant, and warning
that he would make us unhappy, if
we essayed to appear in demon realms
and on Brocken heights without
initiation?”
Cancut’s camp fire now began to

Photo by A. L. Hinds

overpower the faint glimmers of twi
light.
The single-minded Cancut,
little distracted by emotions, had
heaped together logs enough to heat
any mansion for a winter.
The

Photo by Jas. C. Stodder
MOUNT
KTAADN FROM THE HEAD
OF SOURDNAHUNK FALLS

warmth was welcome, and the great

MOUNT

KTAADN

(5220

FT.)

flame, with its bright looks of familiar
complex murmur of a throng made a
fourth in our party by no means
terrible, as some other incorporeal
visitors might have been. Fire was
not only a talker but an important
actor.
Fire held the candlestick
while we, without much ceremony of
undressing, disposed ourselves upon
our spruce-twig couch, and Fire
watched over our slumbers, crouching
now as if some stealthy step were
approaching, now lifting up its head
and peering across the river into
some recess where the water gleamed
and rustled under dark shadows, and
now sending far and wide over the
stream, and into every cleft of the
forest a penetrating illumination, a
blaze of light, death to all treacherous
ambush. So Fire watched while we
slept, and when safety came with the
earliest gray of morning, it, too,
covered itself with ashes and slept.”
(You can see his “dwarf in the
photograph if you look for him.)

SATURDAY NIGHT
Pat was helping the gardner, and
observing a shallow stone basin con
taining water, he inquired what it was
for.
“That,” said the gardener, “is a
bird bath.”
“Don’t be foolin’ me,” grinned Pat.
“What is it?”
“A bird bath, I tell you. Why do
you doubt it?”
“Because I don’t believe there’s a
bird alive that can tell Saturday
night from any other.”

HIS ANNUAL BATH
Once a year the newsboys of Lon
don are given an outing some place
on the Thames River, where they can
swim to their hearts’ content. As one
little boy was getting into the water,
his little friend said:
“Johnnie, you’re pretty dirty!”
“Yes,” replied Johnny, “I missed
the train last year.”—Store Chat.

AND RIPOGENUS LAKE
RIPOGENUS FARM

Knowledge is power.—Bacon.

FROM THE (DESERTED)
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MADISON MILL

THE LUMBERMEN
Wildly round our woodland quarters
Sad-voiced Autumn grieves;
Thickly down these swelling waters
Float his fallen leaves.
Through the tall and naked timber,
Column-like and old,
Gleam the sunsets of November,
From their skies of gold.
O’er us, to the southland heading,
= Screams the gray wild-goose;
| On the night-frost sounds the treading
Of the brindled moose.
Noiseless creeping, while we’re sleeping,
= Frost his task-work plies ;
Soon, his icy bridges heaping,
Shall our log-piles rise.

Not for us the measured ringing
From the village spire,
Not for us the Sabbath singing
Of the sweet-voiced choir;
Ours the old, majestic temple,
Where God’s brightness shines
Down the dome so grand and ample,
Propped by lofty pines!

Through each branch-enwoven skylight,
Speaks He in the breeze,
As of old beneath the twilight
Of lost Eden’s trees!
For His ear, the inward feeling
Needs no outward tongue ;
He can see the spirit kneeling
While the axe is swung.

Charles Carrier and Mr. McLain of
the Bureau of Economy arrived in
Madison Tuesday, Aug. 8th, to make
tests at this mill.
=

When, with sounds of smothered thunder,
On some night of rain,
Lake and river break asunder
Winter’s
weakened chain,
Down the wild March flood shall bear them
To the
saw-mill’s wheel,
Or where Steam, the slave, shall tear them
With histeeth of steel.

Heeding truth alone, and turning
From the false and dim,
Lamp of toil or altar burning
Are alike to Him.
Strike then, comrades ;
Trade is waiting J
On our rugged toil ;
Far ships waiting for the freighting
=
Of our woodland spoil!

Be it starlight, be it moonlight,
In these vales below,
When the earliest beams of sunlight
Streak the mountain’s snow,
Crisps the hoar-frost, keen and early,
To our hurrying feet,
And the forest echoes clearly
All our blows repeat.

Ships whose traffic links these highlands, |
Bleak and cold, of ours,
With the citron-planted islands
Of a clime of flowers;
To our frosts the tribute bringing
Of eternal heats;
In our lap of winter flinging
Tropic fruits and sweets.

Where the crystal Ambijejis
Stretches broad and clear,
And Millnoket’s pine-black ridges
Hide the browsing deer:
= Where, through lakes and wide morasses,
Or through rocky walls,
= Swift and strong, Penobscot passes
White with foamy falls ;

Cheerly, on the axe of labor,
Let the sunbeam dance,
Better than the flash of sabre
Or the gleam of lance!
Strike! With every blow is given
Freer sun and sky,
And the long-hid earth to heaven
Looks, with wondering eye!

Where, through clouds, are glimpses given Loud behind us grow the murmurs
Of the age to come ;
Of Katahdin’s sides,—
Clang of smiths, and tread of farmers,
= Rock and forest piled to heaven,
Bearing harvest home!
Torn and ploughed by slides!
Here her virgin lap with treasures
Far below, the Indian trapping,
Shall
the green earth fill ;
In the sunshine warm ;
Waving wheat and golden maize-ears
Far above, the snow-cloud wrapping
Crown
each beechen hill.
Half the peak in storm

| Where are mossy carpets better
Than the Persian weaves,
And than Eastern perfumes sweeter
Seem the fading leaves;
And a music wild and solemn,
From the pine-tree’s height,
Rolls its vast and sea-like volume
On the wind of night;
=
| Make we here our camp of winter;
= And, through sleet and snow,
| Pitchy knot and beechen splinter
= On our hearth shall glow.
Here, with mirth to lighten duty,
We shall lack alone
Woman’s smile and girlhood’s beauty,
Childhood’s lisping tone.
| But their hearth is brighter burning
For our toil today;
| And the welcome of returning
Shall our loss repay,
When, like seamen from the waters,
From the woods we come,
Greeting sisters, wives, and daughters,
Angels of our home!

Lo. the day breaks! old Katahdin’s
Pine-trees show its fires,
While from these dim forest gardens
Rise their blackened spires.
Up, my comrades! up and doing!
Manhood’s rugged play
Still renewing, bravely hewing
Through the world our way!
—John Greenleaf Ayhittier.

Several employes of this mill have
taken the advantage of the blueberry
picking in this vicinity.
C. H. Kent of the Paper Makers
Chemical Co. was a visitor at the
Medison Mill August 9th.

P. A. Gogan, machine tender at this
mill, has accepted employment with
the Skowhegan Paper Company at
Skowhegan, Maine.
Carrol Eames returned Monday,
Aug. 21st, from a two weeks vacation.
He reported a fine trip.

=

William Jardine left Monday, Aug.
21st for a two weeks vacation at
Biddeford Pool.

=

Ernest Ward has recently pur
chased a new Ford touring car.

Keep who will the city’s alleys,
Take the smooth-shorn plain ;
Give to us the cedarn valleys,
Rocks and hills of Maine!
In our North-land, wild and woody,
Let us still have part:
Rugged nurse and mother sturdy,
Hold us to thy heart!
Oh, our free hearts beat the warmer
For thy breath of snow ;
And our tread is all the firmer
For thy rocks below.
Freedom, hand in hand with labor,
Walketh strong and brave ;
On the forehead of his neighbor
No man writeth Slave!

George Marden and Charles Marden
went to Old Orchard Saturday, Aug.
12th in George Marden’s new Stude
baker.

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Marden and
Mr. and Mrs. Charles Davis attended
the Bangor Fair Thursday, Aug. 24th.
They went over in Mr. Davis’ car.
=

A. I. Campbell of the Foundation
Company was a business visitor at
Madison, Tuesday, Aug. 29th.

Mr. and Mrs. Ingleton Schenck
made a business trip to Millinocket,
Thursday, Aug. 31st.

=
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EXPERIENCED
A widower was to be married for
the third time, and his bride had her
self been married once before.
The bridegroom wrote across the
bottom of the wedding invitation sent
to a particular friend:—
“Be sure to come; this is no
amateur performance.”

NO WORRIES
Village Doctor: “To what do you
attribute your remarkable age and
your wonderful health?”
Old Inhabitant: “Well, I got a
pretty good start on most people by
being’ born afore germs were discov
ered, an’ so I have had less to worry
about!”

“Thanks, old man, I don’t smoke,
but if you don’t mind I’ll take it home
to the girls.”

The early bird catches the worm
and the late bird catches the hookworm.

Take honor from me and my life is done.—Shakespeare.

William Jardine returned Tuesday
Sept. 5th from his vacation at For
tune’s Rock, Maine.
G. H. Marden and family spent
Labor Day in Millinocket and there
abouts.

The Madison-Anson Fair was held
at Anson on Sept. 4th and 5th. Both
days were very nice and a fine crowd
attended.
Mr. Cram of the Millinocket Mill
and Mr. Stafford of Rice- Barton &
Fales, Worcester, Mass., were busi
ness visitors at the Madison Mill
Thursday, Sept. 7th.
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Editorials
YOU CAN’T GO BACK
The vacation season is now prac
tically over. Lucky is the man or
woman who can take a little time off
and visit the seashore, or the moun
tains, or penetrate the forets solitude.
Rest from one’s work for a few weeks
turns the toiler back with new vim
and enthusiasm. The vacation cus
tom which is peculiarly an American
institution, is a wonderful thing for
the workers of the land.
Many of us, during the past sum
mer, have turned our steps toward
the old home for a rest and a visit
with the folks at home. It is a safe
guess that the changes which we
found there have made the visit some
thing of a disappointment.
The
human creature likes change for him
self—he wants to rove and sight-see—
but he resents change in conditions
about him. We like to go back after
an absence of years and find things
as we left them.
I went back to the old home after
an absence of twenty-five years. A
quarter of a century! It doesn’t seem
so long as that. How time flies! But
change is busy as time passes, no
matter how swiftly. When I left the
old home, a stage—a rattling old
wagon drawn by a pair of bony old
horses, was the only means of travel.
On the return journey, a railway
train that swayed and rushed, made
the trip in less hours than the stage
required days.
Strangely enough my thoughts
rushed on faster than the puffing
locomotive to the old home I left be
hind so many years ago. When I
made the trip out, my thoughts had
run ahead of the plodding horses, and
I thought only of the great world to
which I was going. Now I recalled
much more vividly than ever before
the scene at the door of the little
old farm house on that morning so
long ago. Strange that it should re
turn with such force! The younger
brother, frankly envious, wishing it

was his turn to go, mother bursting
into tears which she wiped away with
the checkered apron, father turning
away to hide a tear that was brushed
aside with a hand upon which hard
work and rheumatism were even then
beginning to set their mark; this is
the picture so distinctly recalled.
I could not be disappointed at not
finding any of them there, upon my
return. I knew they were all gone
long ago. I knew the old home was
in the hands of strangers. Yet I was
shocked at the changes. Some pas
tures were grown up to forests, some
forests had been cut down and
blooming potato fields thrived in the
place where I had seen logs cut. The
old house was much the same, but
how small it looked to me now! The
old barn, which I had thought an
ark, was low and squat as if the
passing years had in some way laid
a hand upon it and squeazed it to
half its former size.
I looked about me. There was the
orchard and the shade trees, but the
old well house was gone. I found the
place where the ledge came to the
surface, making a natural flooring
for our play house in childhood. I
found the stone wall behind which I
had my first experience as a smoker.
I recall the sensation which was mine
as I leaned my head against its
friendly support and vowed that never
again would I touch the stuff! As
sincere as I was when I made it, that
is one vow I have not kept.
I asked permission to see the house,
explaining my interest to the gracious
lady who answered my ring. Inside,
a telephone jangled on the wall, elec
tric light bulbs and fixtures aston
ished me, faucets over the sink sug
gest a waiting water supply, a
catalogue of a nationally advertised
mail order house occupied a place with
the literature upon the table, beside
it another catalogue of ladies’ readymade coats and suits suggested that
this rural home was really near the
city after all. The R. F. D. man
stopped at the drive-way with the
mail and, as I looked out to watch

him, I saw a Ford car in the place
where our old wagon stood for years.
I couldn’t stay long. This was not
the old place I had left behind, the
place I had been remembering all
these years. I went down to the
home of a neighbor. A tottering old
man who could hear little that I
shouted into his ear answered from
a shade tree near-by, it was hard to
believe that this was the vigorous
man of whom I had heard such stories
in the years gone by—carrying a bag
of meal on his shoulder for a tramp
of nine miles to feed a hungry family.
He was not the same, he was all that
was left of that giant.
Inquiry
brought me information concerning
one old citizen and another, but there
was nothing in it all that could
change the tide of feeling that had
set in. This was not the old home,
everybody, everything was changed!
The stay was cut short, I wanted
to get away. As I journeyed back, I
thought it over. The world moves on,
life goes forward, changes take place.
In me the greatest change of all had
taken place. I’m no longer the same.
We can never go back. Sometimes
we get homesick longing for the old
faces, the old scenes, the old ex
periences, but they do not return.
They cannot return, largely for the
reason that we ourselves change with
passing time.
RIDICULOUS
Man has accomplished the most
phenomenal results in his researches
among the natures of animals and
their domestication. Arthur Thomson
in his “The Control of Life” (two
dollars and a half worth of fascinat
ing secrets of life and how to live it,
for laymen, lovers or Levites) com
pares the ferine cows of the jungle,
which give sufficient milk to bring
their calf to the grass nibbling stage,
with the blue-ribbon Holstein, which
yields its own weight in milk every
ten days!
Yet how few men de
veloped themselves sufficiently to
achieve, in their labors, ten times
their natural endowments?
Some day will suddenly see how
ridiculous it is to know so much con
cerning the construction of a jelly
fish, the habits of gnats and the
brains of vegetables, while he is still
unable to know enough about his
neighbor to be able to eliminate the
possibility of falling upon him, or
being fallen upon, in an orgy of
annihilation!
It is ridiculous. You know it. I
know it. Every nation under the blue
sky knows it. When we can get to
gether and say it is ridiculous we will
be on the way to do as much for our
selves as we have for cows.

THE LITTLE BIRD
Customer: “Waiter, a little bird
told me this coffee was not strained.”
Waiter: “A little bird, sir?”
“Yes; a swallow.”

'Tis late before the brave dispare.—Thomson.
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PERSONAL ITEMS AROUND MOOSEHEAD
SEBOOMOOK GLEANINGS
Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Wright and
family have moved to Bangor. Bill
and Mary will be greatly missed here.

S. L. & S. J. R. R.
Mr. Andrew Libby’s wife and
daughters are visiting him at the
terminal.

Deane Clements left for Bangor;
has been stopping here for the past
month, assistant to Mr. Wright.

Andrew Faulkner is clerking on the
railroad. His family is with him.

Archie McLeod has a new road
machine which is drawn by a Holt
tractor. Has been doing good work
on the Boulavard to Five Island, S.
H., which is nearly completed.
Miss Lena McGuigan and Hazel
Wilson left for Bangor.
Miss Mary Wedge of Brewer is
working at the boarding house.

Philip Bolduc has gone to Umbazookskus, clerking for Charles
Glaster. He is to be assisted by Gus
Green.

Mr. and Mrs. Meserveau are re
ceiving congratulations on the birth
of a son, Sept. 8th. Mess, says he is
going to have him drive the Speed
Wagon next summer so that he can
devote all his own time to the boat.

RIP DAM
Mr. and Mrs. Robert Moore, who
were recently married, were given a
reception by their friends on August
10th. Many guests were present and
a good time was enjoyed. The happy
couple were presented with useful
gifts of cut glass. Ice cream and cake
was served. Among those present
were Mrs. Hursey, Mrs. Smith, Miss
Tate, Mr. Tate, Mrs. Bigelow, Miss
Fox, Mr. Mills, Thelma and Mildred
Campbell, Mr. and Mrs. Hilton, Mr.
Shoppee, George Gunn, Mr. Wiberding,
Mr. Markey, Mr. Bartley, Mr. Conant.
Miss Mary Simons is at Old Town
attending high school. She is with
her aunt, Mrs. Fred Tibbitts.

Mr. F. H. K. Strait took a trip up
in the seaplane, accompanied by Gus
Morey. The seaplane happened to be
docked at the wharf.

Mrs. Joseph Mullen and daughter,
Louise, have returned to Bangor for
the winter.

Bill LaCross is clerking at Rip
Dam.

Fred says it’s great, but after you
get up so high you begin to think
about your mother’s people.

Mr. and Mrs. Jack Loon have left
the railroad and gone to Waterville.

GRANT FARM
Thelma and Mildred Campbell have
left the grant farm, Thelma is teach
ing school and Mildred is a student
at East Corinth academy.

Mrs. Nedeau, who was called to
Canada by the death of her sister,
has returned.
Mrs. Rooney has returned from a
two weeks’ vacation at Rostindale,
Mass.

Lena McGingan has gone on a two
weeks’ vacation.
Mrs. McDonald has been giving her
boarders splendid feeds of golden
bantam sweet corn.

Mr. Lafe Bridge is operating on
Rainbow this season.
His family
have moved to Portland for the win
ter.

Mrs. Perry and daughters, who have
spent some time on the railroad, have
returned to Bangor.
PITTSTON
Austin Harmon is on his vacation.

Fred Glass is time keeper at the
Forty Mile camp.

George Gunn says the curves on
the Greenville road, are too sharp.

Mr. A. J. Glass has been on a visit
with his sons.

ROCKWOOD
Miss Katherine Sargent was in
Bangor over the week-end, Sept. 17th.

Bill Harrington has just returned
from a vacation at Woban, Mass.

If anybody wants a hair cut, apply
to A. Michaud. Some of his customers
complain that he uses too much
ether.

E. E. Ricker, Alfonso Bertrand and
Jim Dubay are cutting boom sticks
on the South Branch.

Gus Tanner has turned trapper.
Ask Smithy for the story.
A large moose was seen in the
Caucomgomoc road the other day. He
looked as big as a tar paper shack
to Tanner.
Smiler Riley is back with the tele
phone crew.

The Grant Farm “All Stars” are
having a very successful season. The
Duck Pond “Rovers” have been their
victims twice, while the “Indians” of
Chesuncook Dam were defeated once.

A deer recently came in contact
with the wire fence on the farm with
such force as to make it necessary to
kill the animal. He received some
injury that seemed to paralize the
limbs.

Mrs. McDonald has picked and pre
served over two hundred quarts of
wild berries during the summer.

TELEPHONE CREW
The telephone crew is now located
at Loon Stream.

Doris Tate left the Grant Farm in
August.

Good progress is being made on the
road from Forty Mile to the boundry.
Operation on the Canada Falls
dam has ceased for the season.
Harry Severance and his family
have returned to Bangor for the
winter.

“Dickey” Mooney, young son of Mr.
and Mrs. F. X. Mooney is making an
extended visit with Miss Ione Hill at
Monticello.

The withchery of the soft blue sky.—Wordsworth.

Miss Ida Arshualt spent a two
weeks’ vacation in Hartford, Conn.

Mr. J. E. Sargent has a Franklin
roadster.
Harold Sargent and Lewis Murphy
left Monday morning for St. Mary’s
College in Van Buren.

Bill Ford is working at Maling’s
garage in Bangor.

Ted Kitteridge returned from his
vacation Sept. 2nd.
The sunset inspires the painter; the
morning sun the adventurer.
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THE HORSES |
To the lover of horses, one of the
most interesting things in a visit to
the Great Northern territory is the
splendid animals to be seen there.
They are nearly all of the larger type,
known as draft horses, occasionally
the smaller horses for winter driving
are seen. On the operations, in the
stables, in the pastures, these great
fellows look at you with solemn inter
est for a moment and then turn away
to their work or feeding as if more
important things are there.
The surprising thing about the in
spection is the splendid condition in
which all the horses appear. In all
but exceptional cases they are as
sleek and fat, as though the care
takers were getting them ready for the
horse show. In a round of visits, less
than a half dozen horses were seen
that were “laid up.” These were the
inevitable cases of injury received
while at work.
A few weeks ago a new lot was
brought to the Blair Farm from the
Chicago markets by Mr. W. D. Page
superintendent of the Horse Main
tenance Department.
Twenty-eight
finer specimens would be hard to find.
The accompanying photographs will
show some of these beauties. The
“big grey” in the picture seemed the
most interesting of all. He had just
made the trip from Chicago to this
new climate and still tipped the scales
at an even nineteen hundred pounds.
The beautiful chestnut mare, shown
in the picture, almost as large, but
finer grained and much more sensitive,
would be hard to match. Sturdy,
blocky fellows, what loads they’ll
draw when trained to pull.
Our interest in the horses led Mr.
Page to tell us something of them and
of his work with them. The Great
Northern has at the present time
about 800 horses, they have had as
many as 1700 at one time. The tractor
and the truck are replacing them
somewhat. For the winter hauling
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and the summer construction work
the horses are let to the jobbers at a
reasonable valuation and they are re
quired to be returned at the end of
the operation in good condition to the
Company.
Between 400 and 500
horses have been at work this summer
on construction work. In the winter
all the horses are used in hauling
wood or supplies or in some allied
interest. In the summer such horses
as are not used in farm work or on
the construction jobs are “turned
out.” This means that about the
first of June—depending, of course,
upon the season—the shoes on the
hind feet are taken off while those
on the fore feet are reset, and the
horses are allowed to run in the
territory adjacent to the farm. Some
times there are pastures within which
they are confined, but sometimes—as
in the case of the Sourdnahunk region
—they roam at will. They break up
into groups and range over miles of
country where the feed is abundant.
Care takers keep track of them and
they can usually tell you off-hand
where any horse or group of horses
may be found. They are rounded up
about the first of September, and
usually they come to the stables as
fat as can be. The present season has

been a very bad one for the horses,
many of them are thin. When ques
tioned about the loss of horses during
this ranging season, Mr. Page said
that it was very rare indeed that a
horse was lost. It has happened that
a horse has got himself mired and
some have died of colic, but the losses
in this way are insignificant.
During the spring and fall when
the horses are tied up in the stables
they are fed, while idle two quarts
of oats and one quart of shorts twice
daily, with thirty pounds of hay. Tied
up is hardly the phrase to use for
they are turned into their yard in the
early morning and stay there all day
during the idle period. This gives
them exercise and keeps them healthy.
It is interesting to watch them in
their yards. So like humans, they
are! There is the tease, and the boss,
and the crank, the touchy and the
sensative.
Mr. Page says that the horses are
distributed over the territory about
as follows: Blair Farm, 95; Pittston,
120; Seboomook, 100; Kineo, 50; Ten
Mile, 30; Forty Mile, 30; Lily Bay,
60; Grent Farm, 118; Gero Island,
60; Rip Dam, 36; Millinocket Stable,
50; Rice Farm, 100.
A part of Mr. Page’s duty is to
keep up the supply of horses. To
do this seventy-five to one hundred
and fifty horses must be purchased
this fall. In some years the number
of new horses reaches as high as four
hundred. The markets in Chicago
yield a part of the supply, but these
are usually green horses and they
have to be acclimated and hardened
before they are of service here. Sea
soned horses that have worked for
the summer in Boston are found very
satisfactory. Sometimes the Bangor
markets are used. These new horses
come in to take the places left by
culling out the horses that are lame or
aging, or for one reason or another
have been found to be unsatisfactory.
The culling process goes on constant
ly, to keep the lot up to the required
efficiency. Mr. Page says there isn’t
a lame or a blind horse in the lot.
For one reason and another, per-

All may do what has by man been done.—Young.

Page Eleven

The Northern

DUCK POND NOTES
On Friday, Sept. 1st, Asst. Supt.
P. W. Hussey had the distinction of
going over 5 1/2 miles of the new road
now under construction in his auto
mobile.

Mrs. A. L. Wright,
very congenial head
Pond, after having
pleasant vacation in
departed for Bangor.

the wife of our
clerk at Duck
spent a very
our midst, has

Burt Wallace, the popular store
keeper at the depot has been acting
as cook since Mrs. Wright left. But
I’ll tell you boys, Warren and Arthur
are going to move very soon.
Mrs. Amos Wortman is spending a
few days with her husband at camp 3.
haps old Tom, the pensioner, at the
Grant Farm is the most interesting
of the lot. Old Tom is past twentyfive years of age. His duties are light,
but he lives on at the farm. He is
still a striking horse as his picture
shows. He must have been a beauty
in his prime. The photographer cut
his nose off, but it hurt nothing but
his dignity.

Fred Leavitt is spending a few
days with his folks in Bangor.

LOCALS
P. E. Whalen is building three new
camps on the Sandy Stream oper
ation.
Carl Graves has finished his duties
as clerk at Norcross and with his
family has moved to Bangor.
Harold Casey, who has been suffer
ing from rheumatism for the past
few months, is now much improved.

Clark’s garden at the Rice Farm
has been a great success this season.
He has recently shipped 100 pounds of
cucumbers, 100 pounds of tomatoes,
and 20 dozen ears of com to each
of the camps.
Mrs. Bert Haynes is serving as
table girl at the boarding house at
the Rice Farm.

Arthur Simons, who has been caretaker at Rip Dam for several years,
has gone to Philadelphia for medical
treatment. Mr. Moore is taking his
place at Rip Dam. We shall be glad
when Mr. Simons is back again in
good health.

Whittier and Bresnahan of Kineo
have been awarded the contract for
toting men and supplies on the Kineo
side of the lake.
Life is the best possible thing we
can make of it.—Curtis.

If there is a virtue in the world
at which we should always aim, it
is cheerfulness.—Bulwer Lytton.
Today you may be fairly sure of
getting through, it is tomorrow you
must prepare for against unknown
events.

Dan F. Flannigan has gone from
Kineo storehouse to take the position
of chief clerk at Seboomook. Mr.
Flannigan has been at Pittston, Lily
Bay, Seboomook and the Grant Farm.
Joseph Murch has gone to the
Forty-Mile boarding house operation.

Ernest Veno is clerking for Charles
Gilbert.

He who would search for pearls must dive below.—Dryden.

The Duck Pond Rovers motored to
Grant Farm recently and were de
feated in a baseball game by the score
of 10 to 6.

Mr. Orren Young of Greenville is
replacing Mr. Fred Leavitt as fore
man during (Mr.) Fred’s absence.
As a general thing cooks as a rule
are always in trouble, but Frank
Breault, the cook, had his trying to
get a pair of pants to fit him. Be
tween leather aprons and overalls he
finally got a pair size 34, and his
waist line is 46. Thanks to the kind
ness of Clerk Harold Hainer.

HERE’S A GOOD ONE
A dollar and a penny met. The
penny had a bright, clean face, but
the dollar was dirty but proud.
“You think you are gold, but you
are only cheap brass,” said the dollar.
The penny replied, “I am what I
am, and claim to be no more.”
The dollar swelled up with pride
and said, “I am patriotic, I am trust
worthy, I have the emblem of liberty
on my bosom and the United States
Government has placed these words
on me, Tn God We Trust’.”
After a little thought the penny
answered, “I grant you all that, but
I go to church oftener than you do.”
—Stanley’s.

Shorty Thompson sure cuts some
figure in his new golf outfit, as some
of the guests at the Kineo House
thought that they were honored with
a second Mutt and Jeff, but come to
find out it was only Shorty and his
caddy. We notice his caddy gives him
plenty of room to swing, as he swings
wild at times.
The switch board at the Grant
Farm has now been installed in the
office.
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The Duck Pond-Sourdnahunk Road Now Under Construction
When we ride over the roads of
the country in comfortable cars, we
probably give little thought to the
road-builders or the processes by
which these delightful highways came
from the old forest trail to the pres
ent state.
It is true that most of the roads
of the land have had a long evolu
tionary history, but it sometimes hap
pens that a road is made in a few

months time. If one has the rare
experience of seeing this take place,
some idea can be had of what a
modern automobile road really costs.
On June 15th, Mr. George O’Con
nell, superintendent of the Duck
Pond-Sourdnahunk road, began cut
ting the right-of-way for a new road
from Duck Pond to the Sourdnahunk
stream, a distance of seven and onehalf miles. By October 15th, this road

Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word.—Shakespeare.

for the whole distance will be com
pleted for auto travel.
Over some of this new road, old
logging roads were already cut, but
for the most part it was an inde
pendent survey and the right-of-way
was cut from the original forest.
Sometimes great trees, with roots run
deep into the earth, stood thick and
tall, sometimes the choppers cleared
away the thick tangled growth of.
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cedar and swamp growing trees,
sometimes the rubbish of burned over
territory had to be cleared away. By
August 10th, the right-of-way for the
whole distance was cleared.
This
task occupied 200 men, working in
four crews, a little less than six
weeks. A clearing fifty feet wide and
seven and one-half miles long was
the result of their work.
After cutting the right-of-way
comes the “stumping” process. To
an old road builder, this means re
moving rocks and boulders as well as
clearing the way of the stumps left
by the choppers. Dynamite is used
freely in this process, four tons of the
explosive being required in this work.
The horses come into action in the
stumping. In all fifty-eight horses
were on the operation. Only by going
over the road to see for one’s self,
the great piles of huge stumps, the
enormous boulders split by explosions,
can one get any adequate idea of the
work involved in “stumping.” How
ever, it is all finished. The last roots
were being torn up on our visit on
September 8th.
The next step is “ditching.” At
this point, the science of road build
ing begins, for a road that is not
properly drained is not a good road
for travel, and the life of such a road
is short. The upper side must be
protected from washing by heavy
rains and melting snows, while the
lower side must be so constructed as
to allow drainage of all water from
the roadbed. For the whole distance,
the road averages six culverts to the
mile. At some points the work of
ditching is very simple, the roadbed
is natural rock with little filling-in
required, and the earth thrown up
from the ditch does sufficiently well
for a covering. In most cases, how
ever, the road has to be laid with
stones hauled by teams for some dis
tance. Sometimes the over abundance
of stones in the roadbed must be re
duced; in such cases they can be used
by hauling elsewhere. Picture No. 4
shows a spot in the road where nature
provided liberally for the time when
roads must be made. Cuts are often
necessary through the hills, some
times solid rock worked through for
rods at a stretch. The swamps have
to be filled in and substantial founda
tion laid in the soft earth. When the
ditching is completed, a roadbed of
rock covered with earth twenty-five
feet in width is ready for the next
process.
Graveling puts the road in final
shape. It is not the easy thing that
a careless thought suggests. To find
the gravel beds that will supply a
sufficient quantity for covering is not
an easy thing, as every road man
knows. Some of the gravel for this
road is hauled for a distance of three
or four miles. Horses and tractors
are used in carting. The Columbia
Dump Wagon, which holds about one
yard of gravel is used, while there
are three dump trucks in use which
haul about five yards each.
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Four bridges are necessary in this
road, of which the Sourdnahunk
bridge is the longest. These bridges
are built of hewed timbers and have
a twenty-two foot roadway.
Of course this road building pro
cess has been going on in sections.
There are four crews operating on
different parts of the road at the
same time.
This road is an extension of the
road which runs from Greenville past
the foot of Chesuncook lake and
makes, when finished, an auto road
nearly to the foot of Sourdnahunk
lake, a distance of more than sixty
miles from Greenville.

Another thing that encourages us
to awake and breathe the early morn
ing air is the early-morning fly.
A man has arrived when the little
fellows call him Mister and the big
fellows call him Billy.
The modern child’s version: “Bring
up a parent in the way it should go.”

The average American never feels
important unless he is spending more
than he can afford.

MY!!
Among “things unfortunately ex
pressed” the following from the
London Pickup deserves a place:
Lady Customer—Dear me! I have
left my pocketbook at home.
Clerk—That’s all right, madame;
you can pay next time you come in.
Lady—But suppose I should get
run over and killed?
Clerk—Oh, well, the loss would only
be a trifling one.
FOR MY BOY’S ALBUM
Do you know that your soul is of
my soul such part,
That you seem to be fibre and strength
of my heart?
None other can praise me, as you
dear, can do;
None other can please me or pain
me as you.
Remember the world will be quick
with its blame,
If shadow or blight ever darkens
your name.
“Like mother, like son,” is a saying
so true,
The world will judge largely of
mother through you.
Be yours then the task—if task it
shall be
To force the proud world to do
homage to me;
Be sure it will say, when it’s verdict
you’ve won,
She reaps as she sows, for this man is
her son.—Selected.

THE MAN AT THE DESK
By Paul Hayden

Suppose you are the head of a de
partment? You are not an officer of
the company.
Suppose you are an officer, you are
not a director.
Suppose you are a director, you are
not Chairman of the Board.
It is a good thing to be a student of
your job but you will go farther if
you are a student of opportunity as
well. Every job is a spiral and leads
into the broader spheres of activities.
If you put all of your dreams as well
as your drudgery into the details of
your work alone, your job may become
a circle and you will find yourself
dizzy, gyrating within a circumference
you cannot break through.
Put all your effort into making good
where you are but put that plus effort,
which we all can find a supply of if
we put it to the test, into preparing
for the next step.
There is many a Vice President of a
bank studying the same business
course being taken up by young men
just starting their careers. The Presi
dent of the National Cash Register
Company is a student today. He is
studying against the possibility of a
larger future.
It was in the days before the war,
and a territorial sentry had been
brought before his commanding of
ficer on a charge of being found
asleep on his post. The officer was
very stern and severe with the cul
prit. “In war time,” he said, frown
ing severely at the man, “you would
have been shot for this offence. This
is not war, but nevertheless you will
have to pay a fine of 15 cents.

What has become of the oldfashioned young man who felt wild
and wicked when he smoked a
cubeb?

It’s much easier to impress the
neighbors than to impress the man
who makes the loans at the bank.
A knocker is a despicable creature
and a bore unless he happens to be
knocking the things you don’t like.
If a man has never made an ass
of himself, it is probably because
Nature beat him to it.

The financial wizard usually winds
up by getting free board and clothes,,
and that is considerable accomplish
ment in times like these.
Wicked movie stars may be off the
screen, but you still have the fun of
reading about ’em in the public prints.

Be the best of whatever you are.
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W. B. O’Connor has returned to
his desk after being absent for two
weeks on his annual vacation.

C. A. Daggett is back on the cards
again after spending two weeks in
haling the salt sea breezes.
Anyone seeking information on
“The Gay White Way” communicate
with McVey.

Memory is a fine possession, but
the softest lead-penciled note is
usually more lasting.
Lady—“What is that peculiar odor
I get from that field?”
Farmer—“That’s fertilizer.”
Lady—“Oh, for the land’s sake.”
Farmer—“Yes, lady.”
50-50
“Mary had a little skirt,
The latest style, no doubt;
But every time she got inside
She was more than half way out!”

Mr. F. X. Marks, who has been for
a few weeks “laid on the shelf” with
sickness, and for a time was in a
hospital in Boston, is with us once
more, and is at present employed at
the Bangor Office.
•

George Treadwell is clerking at the
Piscataquis Exchange, Greenville Jct.

Mr. George L. T. Tupper lately
made a visit in Bangor on his return
to his home in Massachusetts from his
vacation, which he spent in Cherry
field, Maine.
Thomas Leet of Norcross was taken
with an attack of pneumonia and was
removed to the Millinocket hospital.
All are hoping for his speedy re
covery.
DANGER AHEAD
Speaking of white mule, two rustic
sports were uncertainly flivvering
their way home from the county seat.
“Bill,” said Henry, “I wancha t’ be
more careful. Firs’ thing y’ know
you’ll have us in a ditch.”
“Me?” said Bill in astonishment.
“Why, I thought you was drivin’.”

Ephraim Jackson-—“What you call
it when a girl git married t’ree
times—bigotry?”
Rastus Johnson—“Lawsy, boy, you
sertainly is ignoramus. Why when a
gal gits married two times, dat am
bigotry, but when she marries de
third time, dat am trigonometry.”
The many acquaintances of Mr.
Joseph Shean will be pleased to learn
that he is much improved in health.
He is now able to be out of bed and
moves around the house and yard
somewhat. He has been seriously ill
since August 25.

We never forget a favor rendered by a stranger.
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Ogden, Utah, 9-7-22.
Monford S. Hill,
Supt. of Social Service Division,
My Dear Mr. Hill:
I picked up a magazine called The
Northern, and I enjoyed reading it
very much. I love the great outdoors
of the lakes and pines that God placed
here for mankind to enjoy. I am the
night watchman here for the Ameri
can Canning Company; been watch
ing her for eight years. Never missed
a night. I am going to ask of you a
favor, would you send me all the back
numbers of The Northern so I could
commence read the story of Some
Pioneers of Moosehead, Chesuncook
and Millinocket, a story of the past
by F. S. Davenport. While I was
reading Part VI. my mind was carried
away from here to the Maine woods
and I could actually smell the pines.
Please let me know what all the back
numbers will cost with postage and
I will send the money for them, then
after I have read them I am going
to send The Northern to New Zealand,
across the Pacific to my brother-inlaw, who will very much enjoy read
ing about the Maine woods, lakes, and
its people. In the future any news
items that I can gather for The
Northern that will be interesting to
the employees of the Great Northern
Paper Co. I will send to you, if you
care to print them.
Yours truly,
Louis E. Dowling
1115 East 7th St., Ogden, Utah.

OPTIGRAMS
You can travel through life in two
ways. You can ride in Pullmans and
Cadillacs, if your pocketbook allows,
or you can come in at the end of your
journey on your own feet, travelstained, scarred, wind-blown, tired
and weary—but a man and not a
passenger.

“Tell him I’m busy!” snapped Plugg
Leeks, the plumber, from his palatial
office in Oof Street.
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Legend of Mt. Kineo
i

The following poem was loaned The Northern by Mrs. Almena Holt of Lamoine, Maine.
NOTE.—Dr. E. A. Thompson, of Dover, a
well known Maine man, passed the summer
of 1848 at Moosehead Lake fishing and hunt
ing.
While there he heard the legend of
Mt. Kineo from the lips of Louie Annance,
his guide. Louie Annance, an Indian of the
St. Francis tribe, was for two years in Dartmouth College. When the war of 1812 broke
out his tribe was ordered out and he was
obliged to leave school. He was for many
years a guide at Moosehead Lake.

PRELUDE
Mt. Kineo, emblem of friendship,
Mt. Kineo, noble and old,
Mt. Kineo, famed for thy beauty,
Long may thy legends be told.
The canoe glided out on the water
= With no sound save the light paddle’s swish,
| And in it an Indian guiding
And the Doctor sat trolling for fish.
Brave Louie Annance was the guide, and
= A better one man never saw ;
Two years he had studied at Dartmouth
Until interrupted by war.
And Louie Annance was peculiar;
He took his own time to reply
= To any and all questions asked him,
Nor did he give reason why.
A day might have passed ere replying,
Or a week have slipped softly away,
And the more he was pressed for an answer
The less had he ever to say.
The Doctor was used to this habit,
So spoke he with caution, “Annance,
You must know some old traditions
Of this mountain.” But save for a glance
From the eye of the Indian brave
No answer he got; so still wishing
The legend to know, he replenished his bait
And went quietly on with his fishing.
But the next day as they were canoeing,
First resting his eyes on the lake
And then on the forests, not knowing
How first the deep silence to break,
| The Indian slowly began:
= “ ’Twas you asked me last night
| To tell you some strange old story
Of Kineo lofty and bright;
To tell you some old tradition
Of Kineo stately and fair,
Today I will tell you the story
Of how Kineo came to be there.”

THE STORY
Years ago no men but red men
Hunted by the Moosehead side ;
Years ago no men but red men
Roamed the forests far and wide.
From the north and south they come here
In the spring and in the fall,
The Penobscots, the St. Francises,
| And the Norridgewocks and all.

HE PUT HIM OFF, ALL RIGHT
“Now, see here, porter,’’ said he
briskly, “I want you to put me off
at Syracuse. You know we get in
there about six o’clock in the morn
ing, and I may oversleep myself. But
it is important that I should get out.
Here’s a five dollar gold piece. Now,
I may wake up hard. Don’t mind if
I kick. Pay no attention if I’m ugly.
I want you to put me off the train,
no matter how hard I fight. Under
stand?”
“Yes, sah,” answered the sturdy
Nubian. “It shall be did, sah!”
The next morning the coin-giver
was awakened by a stentorian voice
calling: “Rochester! ”
“Rochester!” he exclaimed, sitting
up. “Where’s the porter?”
Hastily slipping on his trousers, he

First they came in peace together,
Brothers in the hunt were they ;
=
But there soon came strife and discord,
Each upheld his right to stay.
Bloody wars and cruel slaughters
Took the place of right and good,
And the war cry and the death chant
Broke the stillness of the wood.
The Great Spirit saw the strivings
Of his children and was sad ;
Why this quarreling and bloodshed
With so much to make them glad ?
He must send some great affliction
Which should be to them a sign
That they all must cease their warfare
And obey his will divine.
So He sent to earth a monster,
=
Sent a beast of wondrous might;
Claws it had that tore up oak trees,
Teeth that split stones at a bite,
Muscles tough as strongest ash tree
Wrapped about an iron frame ;
Storm winds blew from out its nostrils,
To the woods its eyes set flame ;
And it killed around the lake shore
Fox and deer and moose and bear,
Killed the fish in lake and rivers,
Killed the little birds in air.
In the forest round the red men
Found naught but the slaughtered
And they understood its meaning,
And their hearts were filled with shame. =
So they promised the Great Spirit
If He’s take the beast away
They would live in love and friendship,
Live in peace. That very day
Came another awful monster,
Larger, stronger than the first;
The earth trembled at his footfalls,
At his growl the raincloud burst;
And around and ’round the late shore
It pursued the other fast,
While the water, wild and foamy,
=
Rose in whirlpools as they passed.
’Round the lake they raced and struggled
=
Over rocks and brooks and rills,
Till the first beast was exhausted,
And his breathing shook the hills.
Then with one last migthy effort
Forth he sprang upon the beach,
While the woodlands all around him
Echoed back the other’s screech,
And the other, without pausing,
With a strength no tongue can tell,
Sprang upon him, and together
Both into the water fell.
And just when the water touched them
They became a mound of stone.—
You can see it over yonder,
Kineo, so sad and lone.
=
It will always stand, a warning
To the nations, old and new,
We must live and love as brothers
And be generous and true.
—Ellen Alwilda Warren.

went in search of the negro, and found
him in the porter’s closet, huddled up,
with his head in a bandage, his clothes
torn, and his arm in a sling.
“Well,” says the drummer, “you are
a sight. Why didn’t you put me off
at Syracuse?”
“Wha-at!” gasped the porter, jump
ing up as his eyes bulged from his
head. “Was you de gemman dat give
me a five dollar gold piece?”
“Of course I was, you idiot!”
“Well den, befoah de Lawd, who
was dat gemman I put off at Syra
cuse?”

Mrs. Trill: “I have made another
man of my husband.”
Miss Thrust: “And do you like
being another man’s wife?”

SOME CAR
“How do you like your new car?”
asked the Lizzie Driver.”
“Great,” replied the Big Six Driver.
“It runs so smoothly you can’t feel
it. Not a bit of noise, you can’t hear
it. Perfect ignition, you can’t smell
a thing. And speed—why it whizzes!
You can’t see it.”
“Must be some car,” ventured the
Lizzie Driver. “Can’t feel it, can’t
smell it, can’t hear it, can’t see it!
How do you know it is there?”—Cin
cinnati Inquirer.
We are positive that no one thinks
less of the author of Jean Christophe
on account of any difference of
opinions in war time ideals. It is im
possible to look down upon a man
who has ideals and lives up to them,
be those ideals at the opposite pole
from our own. But the man who fits
ideals to the exigencies of his im
mediate surroundings and sides with
the average, rather than announce
allegiance to his own beliefs, can win
no respect of his fellow though he
fill his pockets with the gold-andtinsel-profits of opportunism.
It is a temptation to bootlick for
profit. Also it is a sign of a weak
character. It is a disgrace to a strong
one.
Carry your standard before you and
blazen upon it your principles of hon
esty, integrity, freedom and idealism
and though you never find the position
which measures up to your principles
see that you leave your position the
better for your having been there.
Never allow your work to disgrace
you.
FORESIGHT
“But, my dear madam,” protested
a Chicago lawyer to a fair client,
“there is no insurance money for you
to draw. Your late husband never in
sured his life; he had only a policy
against fire.”
“Precisely,” said the widow briskly;
“that is the very reason I had him
cremated.”
SOLITUDE
There is a pleasure in the pathless
woods,
There is a rapture on the lonely shore,
There is society where none intrudes
By the deep sea, and music in its roar.
I love not man the less, but nature
more,
From these our interviews in which I
steal
From all I may be, or have been
before,
To mingle with the universe, and feel
What I can ne’er experss, yet cannot
all conceal.—Byron.

He who begins and does not finish
has lost his labor.

Some men need their back-bones vulcanized.

